Che mut allault of Gods Kot. 


1 Edward the ſtrt,of England kyng, 
Fozt was made gods truth to ſhieto 
n whoſe lyfe time / by good rulyng, 
Both and ſoe to it dpd pelde. 
But when foz (ynne of hys owne flocke, 
The Lozd in math tookehim awap: 
Leauing the Fot to his next ſtocke/ 
The enmies then ſought out theyꝛ p2ap. 
Then blew bp truͤpets of Papiſtts ſaũde 
Souldters to call / and wages gaue: 
Come who ſo would / was armed rounde, 
None they refuſde,but dzeſt them bzaue. 
The field was pptcht of Papiſts part, 
With cozned caps, tippets, and gownes, 
Thexz oꝛdnaunce lap tedp in care, 
To beat the foꝛt of gods truth downe. 
The gencrall Gardner/bzaue and ſtong 
Ind Captaire Boner,marchtfoozth amain, 
Bourne with ſtander d, cryed out, 
Alarme / al atme, our ſhauelinges tratne. 
The Zuncient which that Bourne barc / 
Were fierce wolues teeth, w blood belpꝛent 
Fire and Fagot, whych did declare, 
heit rauenous hartes to Chꝛiſtians ment. 
Then doctour Mat im, as clarke of ar my 
Ax ith Doctour Dtozy,the maſter Sonnet: 
T hele two in office, were as truſty, 
Is Gardner,Bourne/02 byſhop Bonner, 
I cry was made,thzoughout the hoſt; 
AX ith} fire andhempe,all io deſtroy: 
Ix tett cuer they were, in al the coſt, 
Chat dyd the Popes powcr ſeke to nope, 
The Fort thus ſieged on euery ſyde, 
Wich crye ſo kierce, to kyll them all: 
fe ꝛte for feate dutſt not abyde, 
ut irom Geds Fort to them dpd fall. 
Chen might yt heare the Canons toꝛe / 
Which Bourne and Watſon kalſe ly ſhot: 
p elde, yeld thele cryde,fromberetickes lee 
Oꝛ batter wi ſha} / both wall and foe, 
No / no(quoth they within the Foze) 
Te pelde vs not Goos truth to ſtdapne: 
Though you deſtrop vs in this ſoꝛt / 
God ſhal our Foꝛt / wyih fozce maintapne. 
Myth that thep ell the Fozt wytym / 
Wyth lighes and ſobs to God out cryde: 
Thou L oꝛd of hoſtes, way not out lynne, 
But ayde thy flocke ſo wo betyde. 
Forthough with lume, we cauſde this day 
That out good king Þ ſhouldſt thus tac: 
Pct Lozd with bittetnes of ſoule we pzap, 
Sitei gih vs againſt thts firye lake. 
This done thep blowde a cherctul biaſt, 
Unto the ſouldters in the Fot: 
Irme pe / arme pt, m all the haft, 
Our enmtes no w to Fort relozt. 
The Aunctent which was ſpꝛed on wall, 
Had a white Laibe, with ted ſpots thicke: 


And tn gold letters were theſe woꝛdes all, 
hy do ye Sauls, againſt me kickee 
Fozrhcame 


ers, Hooper E Banders 

I LR 
e 

But kightwe will vnto the ende. 


Totheſe Steuen Gardner,gane onſet, 
And lapde on lode,as wolke on pꝛap: 

He tooke them pziſoners, with his falſe net / 
Ind ſent tei tothe fire . 

Then Mtoꝛy the maiſter of the N. 
ne ius tampire bꝛaue and pꝛoude: 
Fon ſpil ling bloud he carednot, 
Allault/aſlault he cryde aloude. 

Theſe were no ſooner of the wall. 
But bp lept Rydley and Latimer: 
To reſcue Gods fozt,konere to tall. 
Bad did with _—_ —— 
ad biſhop Cranmer /t e, 
The enmies ſtole dum from the Foꝛt: et 
Pet boldip fought with them a whple, 
And folowed his mates, tn lyke ſoze. 

Then doctour Weſton, at theſe ont ſhot, 
The pellets of Rome, and them did mayme: 
So that awap they paſſed not, 

But were deſtroped with fire and flame. 

But Bꝛadkoꝛd then on wall vp lept, 


And Philhot cke by hym dito ſtand: 


Cat dmaket ard Taplour alſo vp crepe, 
And theſe by truth dyd nop thep2 band, 
Biſhop Boner,on theſe laide hand, 
And to Smithfield ſent them in haſt; 


But to the death/theſe did withſtand, 


And would not peld to enmies blaſt. 
Then blewe the Papiſts to aſſault, 
And ſet a watch about the Foꝛt: 
Ok —— yemen to finde ſome fault / 
To make them pelde after this ſoxt. 
Ind\wozen men in every coft, 
They did compell to wa'che and fpye; 
M33 aiip did truũ tyetr holt / 
They muſt preſent them for to dye. 
The Fot with enmies laid round about, 
Ind al the capcaines ſo cruelip lane: 
The loldiours ther oł with courage ſtout, 
Kept yet the watles with might and matne. 
Now ſcale the walles(quoth Boner then) 
Beho d the captaincs we haue lame: 
Kanſacke the Foꝛt / de ſtt ep all men / 
Both we men chuldzen let none remaine, 
Then ſcaling lathers were bp cearde, 
And Ic n Xualcs onthem with targe: 
His knees had croſſes betauſt he featde, 
The ſteps wold bꝛeake nd hang him large 
Up tome Beard. dy Uales his men / 
Armed al round as dzonkardes dle: 
His head was cloſde with goodale can / 
Aad in his hand a Tauernert trule. 
But thep in Foꝛt / did with them play / 
And caft them bꝛibes, which made the pelde, 
They ſtt tung who ſhould haue the p2ap, 
Fonght one with other in their owne fie lde. 
Pet battred was this Fozt full ſoze/ 


uz vehement ot on Paptſts part: 


The walles they bet ſtyl moze and moze/ 
But pet the foxtmen woulo not ſtare, 

Then puſſhed the Papilts their pies, 
EE 
Of them that did the Fozt ſaſtapne. 


be rts and the Bowmen eke. 
Caine — toward the Fozt with lpedex 
Theſe were the rakehels that did ſeke, 


Co haue mens goodes plarde Cans dede. 
There might ye ſee the Fo}tf about 
Great ftreames of bloode & bodies flapne, 
The handes of al the hoſt ehzoughout, 
with blood of Saints they did them ſtaine. 
In this aſſault che infants out cryde, 
Ind eke their mothers as wpdowes left, 
Tolee they frietides befoze them dyde / 


And al their goodes from them berckt. 


Though thus the Fort, was almolt gone, 
By cruel aſſault of enmpes bolde: 

Pet ſome within the Foꝛt alone, 

To God did crye / Loꝛd keepe thy holde. 

(The God did ſend his lane Death down 
Into the Paptiſts hoſt among: 
Which ew the chtefeſt in all the towne/ 
And great eſt captaines in the thzong, * 

By thys great ſtroke of mighite Joae, 
The vehement koꝛce ot ÞPaptſts fell: 
And ſent this Foꝛt( which is hys Loue) 
A godly captame to keepe it well. 

Which when in Foꝛt ſhe did appere / 
And flag of cruce ſpꝛed in her hand: 
Floud (he cric d, ceale nowe pour pꝛe / 
Ind peide to me right heyꝛe of England: 

Then ſcattred were the Papiſts hoſt/ 
Their flags ef fire to ground did kall. 
Their flaming bꝛandes which oft they toſt, 
Mere clene out quentch at our Quenes call. 

Crpe was then made to God on hye / 

Of al the ſouldiours in the Fot: 

Oh pꝛaile the Loꝛde foz victozye, 

In helping vs after this fort. 

Now pelde (they crie dout brethzen dere, 
Which haue againſt Gods truth ſo ſtoode: 
Behold our Quene doth ptofer here, 

To giaunt ye peace to chauge pour moode. 

AC hich it her clementie pou tekuſe / 

And ple ade not foꝛ pour liues graunt? 

The law ok atmes (he muſt nedes ble / 

On ſuch as ate to her repugnaunt. 
velde, pelde therefoze pe chiefc captatines 
Example geue to all pout hoſt: 

Oz els wpll God reuenge with patnes / 
The bloud of thole whom pe haue roſt. 

And all pe Chziſtiang of this England / 
Pour trumpets ſound to Godp hie pꝛaile, 
On Gods head let a Bay gatland / 

Foz your triumphe of all theſe frates, 

Yeidnow pour ltues after ſuch ſoze, 

As God inap not this Toꝛt ſo plage. 
DStrengthnowpoar ſelues in this gods tet 
That pe pelde no moze to enmies rage. 
Ao God wtl ſpare vs our Quene long, 
Do God will make our land encreaſe: 
Ao God wpl bailde our fozt ſo ſtrong, 
That no enmies dare to it pzeaſe. 
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